The mofl UmetitablcTr ageclie ' 

I read it in the Grammer longagof* 

Moore I iuft, a verfein Horace^ right^you haucit* 

Now whata thing it is tobean AiTe, 

Heercs no found ktty the dd man hath found their *ilt* 

And finds the weapons wrapt about with line*, 

That wound(btvond thcirtee!ing)to the quick: 

But were our witty Emprefi'c wtH a footc. 

She would applaud Andrcnicus conceit, 

But let her reft in her vnrett awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy flarr*, 

Led vs to Rome ft rangers > and more then fo 
Captiues to be aduanced to this height ? 

It did me good beforethe Pallace "ate, 

Tobraue the Tribune in his brothers hearing* 
r DemcT . But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely. in{in u ate, and fend vs gifts* 

Moore Had he not reafon£ord Demetrint r 
Did yeunot y fell is daughter very friendly?- 
L*mct. i would we had a choufand Roman* Dames 
Atfuchabay, by turnc to ferue ourluft. 

Chiron. A charitable wifti and full of loue. 

Moore % He ere lacks hut your mot her for to fay Amen, 
£hiro». And that would fhc for twenty thou land more. 
Demet* Come let vs gec and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloucd mother in her paines. 

Aloore . Pray to the deuils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets found , . 

TTcm, Why do the Emperors trumpets fiourifti thus^ 
Chiron, Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 

Dtme, Soft, who comes heerc ? 

Enter TTurfe with a blacked Moore childe, s 

T\jsr, Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Ann the 
Argn. Well, move or lefTe, or nerc a w hi t at - all , (M oore 

Heerc 


efTitiuAndronicua, 

Heere Artn’x s, and what with Arm now! 

Ntfft, Oh gentle Aron, we are all vndone. 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euerntore. 

jron. Why what a catterwalling dolt thou keepe. 

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine artnet? 

Nnrfi. O that which I would hide from heauens eye. 

Our Empreffe fliame, and ftately Romes difgtace. 

She is ddiuered Lord*, flic is deliuered. 

Aron. To whome? 

Nurft. 1 raeanc fbe is brought a bed. ... * 

Aron. Wei God giue her good reft, what hath he lent her? 

•Nurft. A dcuill. „ 

Aron. Why then flic is the DeuilsDam, aioyfull iflue, 

tftrfe. A ioylcs,difmalUblacke,andforrowfull iflue, 

Heerc is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprtfle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy Me, 

And bidsthec chriflen it with thy daggers point. 
tsfron. Zounds ye whore, is black fo bate a hue? 

Sweet blows,you are a beautious bloiTome fure. 

‘Dome. ViUaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. Thatwhicb thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou baft vndone our mother. 

Aron . Villaine,Ihaue done thy mother. 

Demon And therein hellilh dog thou haft vndone, 
Woe to b cr chance, and dambd her loathedchoyce, 
Accurfttheoffpring offofoule a fiend. 

Chiron. It (hall notliuc. 

Aron. It (hall not die. 

Ntorfe. Aron it muft, the mother wds it fo. 

Aten. WhatmuftitNurfe? then let noman butJ, 

Doe execution on my fltih and blood , 

Dem. Ilebroaeh the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

Neufe giue it me, my fword Iball foone difpatch it. 
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